Paradoxical as it may seem, the least egocentric way of presenting these thoughts is to put them as an autobiographical story, while reminding you that a purely autobiographical statement, a purely idiotic one, in the primitive sense of the term, cannot be true unless it is also accepted objectively. It is then as a candidate for citizenship in The Republic of Knowledge, and not as a non participating citizen, that I venture to offer you, offer some of you again, the fruits of a lifetime of dallying with "poetry" while being sacramentally married to Philosophy until my Mexican divorce of a few years ago.
Let me begin my story with the remark that I think of myself as a post
Carnapian, by which I mean that I use the term "knowledge" in a narrow sense to refer to a body of interrelated propositions of which it can be asked what is it true to and how is it known to be true. Let me note also that I use the term "poetry" rather than the term "literature" to refer to verbal objects, whether in verse or prose, skillfully made in order to be apprehended in the aesthetic mode of response. Northrop Frye objects to the use of the term "poetry" in this wide sense, but I know of no other term that would emphasize my central purpose. himself took to be their meaning. Critics overlooked the fact that they could be taken to illustrate any system of thought whatever, had they read them with different external assumptions that fitted what they were looking for. failed to supply; and c), that the cornerstone of an adequate aesthetic had to be the distinction between the different modes of human experience and their objects, for otherwise you could indulge without restraint in the Queen of Heart's passion for ordering the heads off of men who pursued different aims than your own; this point I came to see much later. It was indispensable, therefore, to elaborate the distinctions between aesthetic objects and cognitive, moral and religious objects?which elaboration would add up, if achieved, to a philosophy of culture. If the aesthetic object is distinct from these other objects, and if it is an object for a subject and not a thing by itself, it would have to be approached in a special way and not in adequation to a thing that it imitates as an image in a good mirror has to that of which it is an image. We are told by a historian of philosophy that: Aristotle says relatively little concerning the process of imitation, and that littie has been subjected to great differences of interpretation; yet what he says of natural objects and their production and of artificial objects and their making affords sound basis for reconstruction of his theory of imitation. The natural object, composite of form and matter, acts according to the natural principle of its being; in imitation the artist separates some form from the matter with which it is joined in nature?not, however, the "substantial" form, but some form perceptible by sensation?and joins it anew to the matter of his art, the medium which he uses. The action which he imitates may be "natural" to the agent, but the artist must attempt to convey not the natural appro priateness and Tightness, but rather a "necessity or probability" suit ably conveyed by the materials of his art. Overlook the fact that, as Gian Orsini has pointed out, the word "form" is not to be found in the Poetics; it may be granted that in spite of the crudity of the view, this is what Aristotle must have meant by the notion of imitation. Differences of interpretation cannot successfully conceal the fact that the term was employed literally by Aristotle. There are two reasons for my lack of doubt:
Although
Aristotle distinguished between the truth of history and the truth of poetry, and the above account of imitation is consistent with his psychology.
In the act of seeing, the forms of things seen somehow fleet or jump to the eye, and the same holds for all the senses. It is this account that gives the basis for the belief in the crude separation of the form from the matter with which it is joined in nature which we are told, is performed by the poet. He does not add anything to the separated form out of his own spontaneity before he joins it to the matter of his art, for while keeping his eye on necessity or probability he is still keeping it on external data. For the present purpose, the essential point about the Aristotelian view is that a poem can be true to life because it corresponds to something external to it that is available for perception independently of it. Let me emphasize that this is the heart of the matter: the availability for perception of the not-yet informed matter for the poem in order to compare it with its informed substance. On any kind of imitation, the reader is able to perceive two distinct entities: that which the poet imitates, perceived independently of the poem, and the object of the poem, which is, but for the difference in media, the same or like the thing imitated. When you reckon with creativity, the poem does not make the matter for it available to the reader; to the extent that the poem makes it available, the poet's creative power has not entered into the making of his poem. On any version of imitation, it follows that if the matter for the poem and the informed substance of the poem can be perceived each distinctly from the other, the critic cannot be denied authority to judge the truth of the poem?authority that he Austen circle, is lived in different terms than those that rule the actions of characters in fiction; actual human life can be perceived only if it is unified, and it can only be unified for a person when he sits down to write his autobiography; but then, to the extent that the job succeeds as art it lies as history. It was said by Heisenberg that our mathematical formulas do not portray nature but our knowledge of nature. Let me borrow the idea and modify it for my purpose.
Indulging in the idle game of if-ing the past, I have sometimes wondered how different the history of art and the theory of art would have been had
Poetry does not portray life but the poet's dramatic organization and transub stancing of actual life. Creative maker that Jane Austen was, she not only added, trimmed, patched, eliminated, ordered, decorated, and embroidered the matter for her art, but as she did this she transubstanced that matter, much as the alchemists of old dreamt of transubstancing base metal into gold. To say that Emma is true to life is to say that Jane Austen was only a gifted reporter or was like the anthropologist who has recendy given us a factual account of a Mexican family. The Aristotelian belittles the poet. 
